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care and attention, as they had plenty of wood and could
renew their store at any time.
Pencroft's first thought was to use the fire by preparing
a more nourishing supper than a dish of shell-fish. Two
dozen eggs were brought by Herbert. The reporter lean-
ing up in a corner, watched these preparations without
saying anything. A threefold thought weighed on his
mind. Was Cyrus still alive ? If he was alive, where was
he ? If he had survived from his fall, how was it that he
had not found some means of making known his existence?
As to Neb, he was roaming about the shore. He was like
a body without a soul.
Pencroft knew fifty ways of cooking eggs, but this time
he had no choice, and was obliged to content himself with
roasting them under the hot cinders. In a few minutes the
cooking was done, and the seaman invited the reporter to
take his share of the supper. Such was the first repast of
the castaways on this unknown coast The hard eggs
were excellent, and as eggs contain everything indis-
pensable to man's nourishment, these poor people thought
themselves well off, and were much strengthened by them.
Oh! if only one of them had not been missing at this
meal! If the five prisoners who escaped from Richmond
had been all there, under the piled-up rocks, before this
clear, crackling fire on the dry sand, what thanksgivings
must they have rendered to Heaven! But the most